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Only a soft emptiness; 

Only air is in your hand. 

Yet this nothing may command 

The purposes of men and seas, 

Ordering them with a mighty ease; 

With that same, that ancient power 

That was born in time's first hour, 

In the beginning of change and days. 

But never its strength delays 

Or grows old, or will weary pr rest; 

Nor the years diminish its wild invisible zest. 

SKY-HUMOR 

How many and many 
Since the world began 
Have sung of your beauty, 
Moon ! — 

Since the world began. 
And now tonight 
We call you ours, 

Saying that your beauty belongs to us, 
Dreaming that only ourselves 
Have known your mystery. 

Sometimes, 
Under the hiding of the clouds, 
Do you smile, 
And laugh to yourself 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

At these people of the earth 
And their imaginings? 

Oh, but do not laugh at us unkindly, 
Moon! 

Remember how little time we live — 
And you live so long! 

THE LETTER 

The words were beautiful, 
Before I had read them. 

I laid my fingers along the edges, 
Over the fold your hands had folded — 
I laid my face to the face of my letter. 

Softly came down arid closed in about me 
A solitude, 
A separate world ; 

In which was no sound or motion or being, 
Only the whispering of the paper 
Stirring to life in my brain. 

All day I carried it 
Against me, 
Like a bird ; 

Against my heart where my life is, 
Like a secret waiting in my heart, 
Singing. 
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